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cream-curds. The tiers of rock on this wall look like
the rising seats of a spectral amphitheatre, unsubstantial
and floating like a dream between the soft sky and the
sea of forgetfulness. Perchance a white-barred vulture
wheels in the sunlight, passing below one's wings
in his dizzy flight. This was rather a wonderful
afternoon. I do not think I have ever flown this way
except in the morning time with its somewhat more
garish light. Now the countryside was imperceptibly
softened and warmed by the friendly sympathetic light.
It somehow made n^e think of the lights and shadows
of my dear English countryside. Out to the un-
discovered ends of heaven, light drifts of cumulus
laughed gently at perhaps 7,000 feet above the sea.
The touch of the air was full of the distant sea> of the
spices of the mountains: it was like the touch of a friendly
hand, and it seemed full of music.

I had left Embry some long way behind, and kept
looking and sometimes turning round to see if I could
see him. At last I did, rather south of the peninsula,
a faint speck invthe sky. I saw the little hill on which
Tel-a-Rad is perched, looking like a broken molehill
in the kind of basin between the broken mass of hills
to the south, and the long spur that juts out like a pro-
tecting arm from the hills rising higher to the north.
After looking round for a bit I saw the tailskid marks
of Bristols which accentuate the landing ground, and
then, dimly, the circle, almost obliterated. Over the
end of the jut of hill I flew, and over Beersheba facing
the long line of the blue Mediterranean receding away
in its infinite perspective. A steady wind was humming
against me> and it took two hours and five minutes to
reach Rafa, an exceptional time. As I was approaching